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its lair complete with glengarries, brooms, curling-stones
in baskets, wives and girl-friends. All the morning from
the rink came sounds as of Arsenal playing Sunderland,
and during the luncheon interval, although Miirren were
already well in the soup, they joined lustily in "The Blue
Bells of Scotland/* played rather ad libitum by the hotel
band.
By the evening, however, Wengen's margin of victory
was not very large, and all the visitors returned home
happy. As a Scottish voice remarked (and three-quarters
of the players were Scots): "On the ice all men are equal,
except that some play better than others." They say you
have to be all-Scotch and half-tipsy to be able to curl,
which is sheer nonsense, for it is a game of intense skill.
On the other hand, to speak the curler's toast needs a
modicum of alcohol.
I am sure the game of "Happy Families" originated
here. The Miirren-esque mood is like that of our fashion-
able seaside hotels in the summer holidays, with a good
dash of the Berkeley. Quite ninety per cent of the
visitors are British, and, as on a cruise, you are looked
after. But you must behave yourself, else, quite rightly,
Miirren hopes you will go somewhere else. Lady Mabel
Lunn sets the pace of the place, and she herself owns
that she prefers it to be moderate: it is no less enjoyable
for that reason.
Her husband, Mr. Arnold Lunn, is the quiet, dominat-
ing figure behind the life of the Bernese Oberland. He
is a fine writer, a deep thinker, a helpful student of the
younger generation, and is the acknowledged high priest
of ski-ing. He is vice-president and one of the founders
of the Kandahar Club, about which I am not now so
scared as when I mentioned it before.

